I am aware that in Spain everybody knows about Seseña, though only few people have visited it.
Seseña is known for being the main interrupted urban project during the financial crisis -a ghost town in capital letters -and only its scale makes this case special. The rest fits a narrative with which all of us became too familiar during the last few years: a developer purchased a piece of land in the middle of nowhere, he built some residential buildings (5,000 out of the 13,000 units initially projected) and he went bankrupt. The developer disappeared and his half-dream remained etched into landscape.
I had also read that next to Seseña resided the biggest tyre graveyard in Europe, but I could not have expected that the day before my trip was planned someone would burn it, setting a fire that lasted for two weeks 1 . 'What a beautiful coincidence!' I told myself, as I decided not to change my plans. The fact is that the archaeological park has a surface the equivalent of 150 football fields, and such monumentality makes me excited. For me, like for everyone, a ruin is the remnant of a place where one day there was some activity. However, the 'bubble burst era' has taught us that a ruin could also be the remnant of a place where there never was an activity 2 . And since it seems that, little by little, people are starting to buy an apartment and move to Seseña 3 , I face my trip with the objective of responding to whether such a place ceases to be a ruin only for the fact of being inhabited 4 .
I did not know that the bus would not take me directly to Seseña. I am very confused when I realise that the closest I can get is a small settlement formed by traditional one-family houses and a bar that is still three kilometers away from my actual destination. I have serious doubts as to whether I could take a second bus to finally reach Seseña, but I then opt for not waiting anymore and start walking. Turkmenistan, which has a rotating mechanism so it is always facing the sun. As if it were a mystic experience, some rays of sunlight filter through the thus far cloudy sky to illuminate a country where developers are glorified in monuments. Which now we take to mean 'monument' in its traditional sense. Welcome to Seseña, the capital of Spainistan 8 . The walking distances here are too far and I realise that the archaeological park was not designed to be traversed on foot. Zooming in, it seems evident to me that the architecture here is extremely simple and monotonous. It is a sort of postmodern Doric style which is repeated over and over, where nothing makes the listless wandering a bit more exciting. Like cave paintings, even the inscriptions on the walls saying 'Se Alquila o Se Vende' ('For Rent or For Sale') seem to be always the same. I finally comprehend that architecture, as it became a mere consumer good, relies on homogenous typologies that allow an easy exchange. Everything is built in the same way, no matter the context in which it is located. It is a matter of a lack of creativity hailing neutrality and standardization 12 . I think that somewhere there must be a robotic architect who designs and distributes residential blocks in a mechanical way, making the absolute most of an imaginary grid on the territory. I go further in assuming that such an 'urbanalisation' 13 ultimately generates social behaviours which are also uniform: architecture of prototypes for prototypical lives (Figure 3) . For years, they referred to the housing boom in Spain as 'the economic miracle'. Contemplating its results, I do not consider that such terminology is appropriate, since labelling the offering of low-cost apartments in the middle of nowhere a 'miracle' is, commonly speaking, pretty ridiculous. Miracles are miracles because they are exceptional, but there is actually a lot of architectural parks of this kind, not only in Spain but also in the rest of the world 17 . During the last couple of decades, many countries have erected their own archaeological parks with the blind faith -almost a magical premise -that a newly built space would automatically generate activity by default 18 . However, the archaeological park that I visited today demonstrates how such a thought is erroneous; the park, a manifestation of a vanished illusion 19 . In urban planning and architecture, a bad decision remains in the landscape for many years. I reach the point of almost blessing the crisis, because it thankfully contributed to stopping this. With the prevailing inertia we could not have expected anything better but more of the same.
Moreover, considering the way of life that these buildings supposedly advocate for, I do not perceive the fact that they are increasingly inhabited a success at all. It is true that the buildings are not 
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